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it in the dark, and there is not a bell to ring at the end of lines. I
only turn over when it stops at the far side. And I cannot feel
with my finger-tips exactly where I am striking the keys.
The (Hitherto) youngest Garnett1 wrote me a most queer
letter* about The Mint (forgive my egoism in talking about it all
the time. To write an unpublished book is to hear nothing,
except from you & the Garnetts and the Shaws, what sort of a
book it is . . * and one does wonder, you know). He said that it
was a study in pain, and that it had hurt him; I did not think it
very horrible anywhere. Now there were things I did write about
the Tank Corps which were horrible . . . but The Mint is not
abysmally cruel or crude. Surely not. You get on the side I'd
like to stand, when you deduce from it that cruelty is not universal
nor basic in humankind. I am sure it is not.
You put the first & second parts before the third, as writing.
I am interested by that wrord. Every night in Uxbridge I used
to sit in bed, with my knees drawn up under the blankets, and
write on a pad the things of the day. I tried to put it all down,
thinking that memory & time w^ould sort them out, and enable
me to select significant from insignificant. Time passed, five
years and more (long enough, surely, for memory to settle down?)
and at Karachi I took up the notes to make a book of them . . *
and instead of selecting, I fitted into the book, somewhere &
somehow, every single sentence I had written at Uxbridge.
Now tell me. Did my mind select at the time ... or is there no
truth that art is selection .., or does my book lack selection. Is
the whole affair there, and the trees cluttered up by redundant
twigs & blossoms?
I wrote it tightly, because our clothes are so tight, and our
lives so tight in the service. There is no freedom of conduct at
all. Wasn't I right? G.B.S. calls it too dry, I believe. I put in
little sentences of landscape (the Park, the Grass, the Moon) to
relieve the shadow of servitude, sometimes. For service fellows
there are no men on earth, except other service fellows ... but
* It was a quite absurdly laudatory letter, too: only so queer.
More like a woman than a man.
1 David Garnett: see p. 610.